PETER’S STORY: 


A FACTUAL ACCOUNT OF CHILD ABUSE 

in an English Primary School today 


The teacher placed a lp coin and a 2p coin in front of Peter. 

“Three pence,” the boy mumbled to himself, perhaps to prove that he still had a mind; 
but he was heard. 

“NOW, PETER, YOU KNOW YOU MUST NOT GIVE THE ANSWER.” 

“STOP CALCULATING IN YOUR HEAD!” 

“Write two-P and one-P,” his teacher demanded. 2p Ip 

“Equals!” 2p Ip = 

“Right! Now, write one-P one-P one-P.” 2p Ip = Ip Ip Ip 

Peter looked at each Ip that he had written, to confirm in his mind that they made three. 

But, Peter was not allowed to count the one-Ps, nor to write the answer down. 

Today’s lesson was addition without a sum, numbers without a purpose, an undisguised 
punishment for Peter’s repeated disobedience of calculating in his head. 
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The teacher now placed a lp coin and a 2p coin in front of Peter. 

“Right! Now, write one P one P one P.” 
zp ip = ip ip ip 

Peter looked at each lp that he had written, as if to confirm in his mind that they made three. 

But, Peter was not allowed to count the one-Ps, nor to write the answer down. 

Today's lesson was addition without a snwi, numbers without a purpose, an undisguised 
punishment for Peter's repeated disobedience of calculating in his head. 
















INTRODUCTION 


At the age of five-and-a-half, Peter had been a Mppvf, confident, md Verij intelli^ent 
cltild who seemed never to stop talking. A few weeks ago, at the age of nine years and 
numerous months, Peter fell to the floor; for more than thirty minutes he lay on the floor, 
kowlin^ like a wo mded d 09 ; he was inconsolable. 

Peter had suffered a mental breakdown, combined with stress-related depression, self- 
harming, and contemplations of suicide. He was unfit to leave his home, and when the 
fateful word, School, was mentioned, Peter thrust his face into a cushion, curled himself 
into a ball on the sofa, and rocked forwards and backwards for full two hours, murmuring 
five-thousand times and more, “I'm sorrel I'm sorrel I'm sorrel” 

Should any child be brought to this? 

Peter is pseudonym, the child’s real name is withheld for their protection; however, the 
following account is wholly true and unembellished, based upon the documentary 
evidence of Peter’s school worksheets, workbooks, school reports, correspondence with 
various officials, and the testimony of Peter, his parents, and the parents of other pupils 
in Peter’s school. 

Peter has Autism-Spectrum Pisorder, a restrained connectivity with the world, which is 
expressed in Peter’s case by, 

❖ Reduced Spontaneity 

■ Slowness to Improvise 

■ Social Awkwardness 

■ Distractedness 

■ Compensatory need to Plan activities and actions 

❖ Adherence to Rules 

■ Loathing Unfairness 

■ Logical in the use of Language 

❖ Thought-retention 

■ Retaining and Ruminating upon thoughts 

■ Consequent susceptibility to Sensory Overload 

❖ Impaired Physical Coordination 

Peter walks through life as an actor without a script, and an inability to improvise. 

Peter also suffers Tost-Tranmatic Stress Pisorder from abuse he experienced in 2014. 
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PETER’S STORY 


A HAPPY AND FULFILLING INFANCY 

Peter was happy in his early years, with 
loving and thoughtful parents. At the age 
of three he attended a Pre-school, run on 
Montessorian lines, facilitating learning 
by experiment and discovery. He learnt 
to count, not by teacher’s-rote or 
number-line as in Victoria’s time, but 
using base-ten blocks, through which 
Peter developed an intuitive appreciation of Place Value, so that at the age of three he 
knew instinctively that sixty-two is sixfold-ten and two. 

An enriching environment that facilitated and celebrated learning 

Aged four, Peter enrolled in the Reception Year at his local Primary School. It was as 
good as being in a private school, with kindly -teachers and an enriching environment 
that farili+a+ed exploration and celebrated learning. Peter’s reading flourished, as did 
his knowledge of science and the World; and his writing was good for a child who hardly 
had an artist’s eye or hand: 

Peter learned his geometric shapes, and developed his arithmetic through Numicon, a 
system accessible and meaningful to children of all attainments and levels of confidence, 
and full of rich and open-ended opportunities for developing mental methods and intuitive 
mathematical problem-solving. 

Peter’s end-of-year Report, July 2014, noticed Peter’s inquisitive nature and love of 
learning. At the age of five-and-a-half, Peter had a reading age of eight and a numeracy 
age-attainment of eight. His report recorded: ‘Peter is a natural mathematician with a 
love for numbers. He can count, order, read and write numbers probably to infinity and 
beyond! He can double numbers and halve even numbers using mental methods. He 
exhibits excellent mental addition and subtraction skills, and can write number sentences. 
He will frequently be found investigating numbers to find patterns and solve problems. 
Peter counts in 2s, 3s, 5s and 10s to the moon and back, forwards and backwards, and I’m 
sure he could count sideways if he put his mind to it.’ 
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Year One 


In September 2014, Peter moved up to Year One at his Primary School. Such glorious 
dreams he had had that summer, of wondrous new fields of knowledge to investigate, 
thrilling new discoveries, and new and ever more challenging problems and puzzles 
through which to develop his understanding of the world. 

What bitter disappointment he would meet! The eighth of September 2014 turned out to 
be the worst day of his life; meeting Miss Tortorem was akin to being run over by a 
double-decker bus. Peter had read the book Matilda , but never imagined that the character 
of Agatha Trunchbull could be real, let alone that educational authorities would allow a 
vicious pedagogue twice as vile, to rule a class of five-year-olds. Peter’s first lesson with 
Miss Tortorem [I use a pseudonym for legal reasons] was the Two-times table. 

Imagine the eagerness of our ‘natural mathematician’ when the topic was announced; 
after all, as his previous teacher had written; ‘Peter could count in twoes and threes and 
fives and tens to the moon, and also back again.’ Perhaps the lesson would by doubling 
and halving, itself an expression of the Two-times Table. In his Reception Year Peter 
had doubled two-digit and three-digit numbers, and he had halved three-digit numbers of 
the even kind. 

Imagine, then, this child’s shattered hopes and desperate disappointment when the lesson 
started with the counting of cubes in pairs — Peter had finished with counting cubes when 
he was three! 

And then, the written task, to colour-in pairs of squares: one pair orange, two pairs brown, 
three pairs red, and four pairs green. Since when had integers a visible-light spectrum of 
their own? The idea was too absurd. 

Why was he returned thus to his nursery school and to the age of three? It was unfair. 
Peter’s over-sensitive hypothalamus flooded his body with hormones to counter the 
distress he felt, and Peter wept. Peter lay his head on the table in despair, and cried the 
bitterest of tears. Was this to be the measure of his schooling from now on? 

Miss Tortorem heard his sobbing and saw his tears; she snarled her upper lip and stared 
at him in undisguised disgust. 

Firstly, this vile Tartar put her camera down. Miss Tortorem did most of her teaching 
with a camera in her hand to photograph her neatly-posed pupils — she seems to have 
expended more educational resources on printing photographs of children than in teaching 
them. Miss Tortorem never managed to get Peter to smile in any photograph she took of 
him; image after image show nothing but Peter’s bewilderment and betrayed innocence. 

Secondly, this vindictive vulture tore up Peter’s Reception-Year Report, and arbitrarily 
reassessed him as a mentally-retarded moron. In July 2014, the school’s objective 
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assessments had placed Peter firmly within the first decile of nationwide attainment; two 
months later, in September 2014, this vicious tyrant, on a whim, placed Peter at the bottom 
of the tenth decile. 

It is by no stretch of the imagination a defence of Miss Tortorem’s actions, but it may be 
that Miss Tortorem honestly believed that Peter’s Autism-Spectrum Disorder meant that 
Peter was so mentally restrained as to be unable to manage abstract thought; and that 
therefore it was proper that she should unilaterally decide that Peter must be discouraged 
from attempting any form of mental arithmetic, and that he should be taught arithmetic 
only in the extremely concrete way of counting ones — travelling unitarily along a 
number line. 

Thirdly, this venomous viper of a teacher, ordered a Teaching Assistant to sit beside Peter, 
and to thrust a crayon in his hand, and to compel and force Peter to carry out a futile task 
that denied him the education to which he had once believed he had a right. 

“I know all this,” Peter pleaded. “I did this when I was three!” 

His gently-spoken persecutor was deaf to his pleas; she thrust an orange-coloured crayon 
into Peter’s hand: “Take this!” she commanded. 

Peter, whose nature was to be obedient, obeyed and took the crayon in his hand. 

“Now colour-in two squares.” 

Peter hurriedly scribbled across two squares, the angry strokes extending beyond the 
edges, as a permanent memorial of this child’s anger and despair. 

Is it right for an adult in a school to compel and force a distraught child to proceed with 
a task that they can not pursue alone because of their distress? 

“Well done!” his teacher cruelly mocked. 

“Now write ‘2 cubes’,” the teacher commanded. 

“They’re squares, not cubes, shouldn’t I write ‘2 squares’?” Peter pleaded. 

“NO!” the ignorant teacher said — for tyrant teachers are the most ignorant of the breed. 
“THE LESSON IS CALLED CUBES’, YOU MUST WRITE CUBES’,” the teacher 
shouted to disguise and overshadow the silliness of her words. 

“Please!” Peter quietly prayed to heaven, for it seemed that the entire world was against 
him. What kind of school was this that confounded squares and cubes, that could not 
distinguish two dimensions from three? 

“I'w sorrq!” Peter said, for he knew he was being punished, though he could not 
understand why. 



Peter picked up a pencil and wrote ‘2 cubes’, his flooding tears making it difficult for him 
to write; “I'm sorrel I'm sorrel I'm sorrq! I'm sorrel” Peter repeated as he wrote; his 
heaving breast and shaking shoulders reflected in his twisted pencil strokes. 

“Now take this brown crayon and shade another two squares,” Peter’s excuse for a teacher 
continued. ... “Now another two squares.” ... “Well done! Peter, you see, I knew you 
could do it. You have shaded four squares, now take this pencil and write ‘four cubes’.” 

Five-year-old children in a school are intrinsically disempowered. Is the action of an 
adult in compelling and forcing a distraught and tearful child whose shoulders are shaking 
with distress, to draw and write things so trivial that they tear at the child’s very soul, 
any different to the abuse of power by prison warders who force-fed Suffragettes a 
century before? 

Peter’s second lesson, Materials Science, was similarly purposeless. The task was for 
Peter to find a painted wooden door, and then to draw the wooden door, and then to 
colour-in the wooden door. Could Miss Tortorem find nothing better to excite the 
investigative potential of her pupils? 

Why are teachers so obsessed with colouring-in? It is surely more than that it is a lesson 
that takes two seconds to plan and keeps the little ones occupied for thirty minutes! It 
helps develop crayon-holding and fine manipulation, but there are surely more 
meaningful means to achieve the same results. Colouring a picture of human muscles to 
match them to a colour key of names would serve some purpose; or colouring-in a map 
of Britain to distinguish the different nations, except that political geography is not part 
of the National Curriculum. — A few years ago, I met a group of eleven-year-olds who 
thought that Wales was a town in Devon; but, then, they had been bom and bred in Essex. 

Peter hated colouring-in. He believes that the purpose of any task must be to achieve an 
outcome that is exactly right; and Peter could never colour-in exactly: either there were 
gaps between his crayon lines, or else the crayon overran a boundary line. Peter preferred 
to colour-in on computer, when he could pour colour into a shape and be sure there would 
be no white spaces, nor any streams of pixels flying through the edges of the shape. 

Peter’s second Maths lesson was to manipulate base-ten blocks, such as he had used when 
he was three. Peter, who had an intuitive understanding of place value, and who twelve 
months before had ‘counted in tens to the moon and back,’ was charged with creating the 
number 35 from three ten-strips and five unitary cubes. Peter was so distraught that it 
was necessary for his teacher to sit with him and force him to the task. 

Peter accurately and correctly completed his third Maths lesson on his own, subtracting 
3, but he was rebuked for usin<3 mental methods, and reprimanded for calculating in 
his head. Miss Tortorem had insisted at the start of the lesson that all her pupils must 
use a number line, and count three places down, usin^ their pointing finders. 
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If a child has proved they can use paper methods to successfully carry out complex 
additions and subtractions, as Peter had; and if the same child a year before had added 
and subtracted two-digit and three-digit numbers using mental methods alone, as Peter’s 
Reception-year Report had clearly stated, then, it is an abuse of power and an abusive 
Suppression of +loe child's Idew-H+q to require them to use their fingers to count along a 
number line in order to subtract the number three. 

Things only got worse. 

Peter’s mathematics lesson, 23rd September 2014, was ‘Adding tens.’ 

‘17 add 10’ was Peter’s first task. 

“Twenty-seven,” the wicked boy uttered. 

“NO! YOU MUST NOT ANSWER FROM YOUR HEAD. IF YOU ARE EVER 
GOING TO UNDERSTAND ANYTHING ABOUT MATHS YOU HAVE TO 
LEARN TO USE A HUNDRED-SQUARE!” Miss Tortorem screamed; and then, that 
snarled upper lip, and look of disgust towards this wicked child who dared to use his 
mind. 

Once again Peter’s body flooded with hormones and he cried, and sobbed, and chanted 
“I'm sorrq! I'm sorrq! I'm sorrq!” to no avail. 

And, once again, Miss Tortorem told a Teaching Assistant to sit with Peter and compel 
him and force him to do the work in the manner in which she had ordered. So, a scrap of 
paper was thrust in front of Peter, with the numbers 1 to 100, arranged in ten tidy rows. 
Peter, his spirit for the moment crushed, obediently pointed to the number 17, then 
obediently slid his finger to the row below. Is this what schooling is about? 

Finally, Peter was allowed to read the number on the paper (not the number in his head), 
‘twenty-seven.’ And only now, was Peter allowed to write the same infantile sum that he 
no doubt had written in nursery school when he was three; 17 + 10 = 27. 

“NO! PETER, NO!” 

Miss Tortorem had appeared and was inspecting Peter’s work. 

“WHAT HAVE YOU DONE WRONG?” his teacher demanded. 

Peter shook his head despairingly; he had no idea why his answer was wrong. “I'm sorrq! 
I'm sorrq!” was all he could find to say: his perpetual prayer to God. 

Then, it was pointed out to this apparently foul and evil five-year-old, that he had dared 
to write 17 within a single square, whereas every English schoolchild should know that, 
when writing on squared paper, each digit must be given a square of its own. 

So, Peter rewrote the sum; 1 7 + 1 0 = 2 7, as it must be done, by English Law. 
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“THERE!” said Miss Tortorem, pleased with her triumph. “I KNEW I’D GET YOU 

TO DO IT!” 

Peter would never do another piece of work that year, in mathematics, without a teacher 
forcing his hand. 

Peter’s parents quickly realized that something was seriously wrong, Peter didn’t laugh 
as he used, he didn’t talk so often, though once he started he still went on for ever, his 
mother recalls. “The work is too easy,” was all that Peter told his parents, who, of course, 
were never allowed to see his schoolbooks. Abusers are always skilful at concealing their 
abuse. The parents asked his teacher about his sadness and the type of work he was being 
asked to tackle. “Peter is doing very well,” Miss Tortorem told them, “he’s doing fine!” 
“I’m very qualified, you know,” the vile teacher boasted, as if parents would ever dare to 
doubt a teacher. “I know how to handle Peter,” she added. “No! his work is not too easy, 
and he is making good progress,” she foully lied, ensuring that she didn’t show the parents 
Peter’s books, or give them details of the work she had made him do. 

Counting Coins 

In October 2014, Peter’s arithmetic changed from number lines to counting coins, in this 
case counting to two, a skill that any month-old baby has already accomplished at their 
mother’s breast. 



You can see, on the worksheet that he used, that Peter got it wrong. Even with a top-line 
prompt, and a Teacher by his side to enforce his compliance. Foolish Peter circled two 
pennies instead of encircling two pennies together. Peter had to repeat the task to get it 
right, though the twisted outer circle shows the child’s tormented distress. 

And this cruel torture continued through November and December. Peter was still 
counting pennies in January. 
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The lesson on 9th January 2015, was counting coins. Peter’s classmates were given 
worksheets with coloured pictures containing various groups of coins for them to add to 
find the total value. 

A penny piece and a two-penny piece were placed on the table in front of Peter. 

Peter, with a teacher sitting at his side, knew that he was not allowed to say ‘three P’. 
“WRITE DOWN ONE-P, PLUS, TWO-P,” he was told 
Peter obeyed 
Ip + 2p 

“NOW WRITE EQUALS!” 

IP + 2p = 

“NOW WRITE ONE-P, PLUS, ONE-P, PLUS ONE-P” 
dp + 2p = Ip + Ip + Ip, Peter wrote 
“NOW ANOTHER EQUALS SIGN!” 

Ip + 2p = Ip + Ip + Ip = 

“GOOD!” his teacher praised. “NOW COUNT” 

And, as Miss Tortorem pointed to each ip in turn, Peter counted “One ?, I 'm sorr^! Two 
?, I'w sorr^! Three ?, I'w sorr^.” 

Ip + 2p = Ip + Ip + Ip = 3p 


Then, a 5p and a lp coin, for Peter to write: 6>p + Ip = Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip = fcp 


Then a 5p and a 2p and alp 


Then a lOp and a 2p and a lp coin were placed upon the table, and Peter wrote 
disobediently 

lOp + 2p + lp = Ip + Ip + lp +1p + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip = 13p 

“NO PETER, NO!” 

Miss Tortorem pronounced his name as if she was an angry customer screeching 
reprimand at a waiter in Greek restaurant who had stupidly forgotten to bring the pitta 
bread. 
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“YOU WROTE THE ANSWER WITHOUT COUNTING! YOU WILL NEVER 
LEARN MATHEMATICS BY CALCULATING IN YOUR HEAD.” 

Peter, who was good at counting, had lost count of how many times Miss Tortorem had 
told him this. 

“YOU MUST WRITE IT DOWN AND COUNT THE NUMBERS ONE BY ONE!” 

And, Peter would be punished for his crime. 


The next lesson, 12th January 2015, Peter’s Teaching Assistant sat with this 
disempowered, defenceless and distraught child, who once had had a natural ‘love for 
numbers,’ and did mental arithmetic for fun. And she abused her unmerited power, by 
placing a five pence piece upon the table, and forcing the child to write five ones, 

5p = 1p Ip Ip Ip Ip 

Peter wrote the numbers automatically, as if it was another child’s hand he saw writing 
in his book. 

‘‘GOOD!” the cruel teacher said, and pressed a ‘thumbs-up’ stamp onto his book to mock 
him. 

The teacher now placed a lp coin and a 2p coin in front of Peter. 

“Three pence,” the foolish boy mumbled to himself, perhaps to prove that he still had a 
mind; but he was heard. 

“NOW, PETER, YOU KNOW YOU MUST NOT GIVE THE ANSWER!” Peter’s 
cruel tormentor violently exclaimed. “STOP CALCULATING IN YOUR HEAD!” 

“WRITE TWO-P AND ONE-P,” the cruel teacher demanded 

2-P ip 

“Equals!” 

2-P 1p = 

“Right! Now, write one-P one-P one-P” 

2 .p 1p = 1p Ip Ip 

Peter looked at each dp that he had written, as if to confirm in his mind that they made 
three. 

But, Peter was not allowed to count the one-Ps, nor to write the answer down. 
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Tody's lesson was addition without a sum, numbers without a purpose, an 
undisguised punishment for Peter's repeated disobedience of calculating in his head. 


The two coins were removed, and a lOp and two 2p coins were placed upon the table. 
Peter wrote 

10 p 2p 2p = Ip Ip Ip Ip Ip Ip Ip Ip Ip Ip + lp dp + lp Ip 

Now, his teacher, who had formerly decided that, because Peter was not allowed to 
calculate the sum of the coins, he should not use plus signs, changed her mind. So plus 
signs were added. 

lOp 2p 2p = Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip 

Peter started rocking in his seat, and chanting “I'm sorrel I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'm 
sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!” 
but, to no avail, for his teachers were merciless; a hundred thousand sorries would not 
stop this unremitted psychological abuse. 


One of the 2p coins was replaced with lp, and Peter, totally defeated, wrote down, 

lOp + 2p + dp = Ip + dp + dp + dp + dp + dp + dp + Ip + dp + Ip + dp + dp + Ip 


Peter was now shown three 5p coins, and wrote 

5p + <5p + 5p = Ip + Ip + Ip + dp + Ip + dp + Ip + dp + Ip + Ip + dp + Ip + Ip + dp + dp 


Then, a lOp coin, and a 5p coin, and a 2p coin were placed upon the table. 

Peter lifted his head and looked around at the rest of the class who seem to have been 
given interesting work to do, at least they seemed to be content. Peter summoned up the 
last vestige of his spirit and boldly declared out loud, 

“Tkiat is seventeen ?!” 

I tiny but momentous spark of courage md defiance from a bruise and battered, mentally 
damaged, six-year-old! 

“HOW MANY TIMES MUST YOU BE TOLD! WRITE DOWN EACH ONE-P! 
DON’T JUST GIVE THE ANSWER” 
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“I'w sorry! I 'vn sorrel I'w sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorrel I'm sorry! I'm sorrel I'm 
sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!” Peter said submissively, but he didn’t mind, for 
he had made his stand. 

IDp + 5p + 2p = Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + Ip + 

Ip + Ip + Ip 

And after scribbling the meaningless digits, Peter deliberately pointed to each lp in turn 
and counted out loud to seventeen. It would be his last defiant act for three-and-a-half 
years. Peter went home that night and told his mother to call him Mario. 

To use oppressive methods to compel a child over a sustained period, to use 
inappropriately infantile methods of working, or to tackle inappropriately trivial tasks, is 
a Suppression of tine child's Intellect, it is a form of Psychological Suppression, likely 
to damage the child’s mental health; it is an abuse, and a serious violation of the child’s 
Human Rights. 

“I’m not Peter,” Peter told his mother, “Peter is dead.” And, for two months, Peter could 
not answer to his name, for, following half a year of enforced Personality Suppression, 
Identity Suppression, and Intellectual Suppression, Peter’s mind was finally blown. 

Peter had been less talkative since September; since October he’d been having temper 
tantrums; since December he’d been wetting the bed; now, in January he denied his very 
name. Any psychiatrist recognizes these classic signs of Psychological'Regression, as a 
consequence of Psychological Suppression. 

Psychological Regression is well documented: disconnection, identity denial, temper 
tantrums, and bed-wetting. These are the symptoms displayed by American Korean-war 
Soldiers in 1954, returning from the torture chambers of Mao Zedong’s China, where the 
techniques of Personality Suppression, Identity Suppression, and Intellectual 
Suppression, were not fundamentally different to Miss Tortorem’s practices against Peter. 


The severe effects of Pos+-Trauwia+ic S+ress Pisorder were now added to the less 
obvious effects of Au-fisw-Spec+ruwi Pisorder. 

Loving and caring parents enabled Peter to see things through to the summer of 2015. 

The school, as well, seemed a little kinder. Miss Tortorem had had enough of arithmetic 
and moved on to Shape and Space. Her pupils pasted magazine pictures in their books, 
and shapes cut from computer-generated sheets, and pupils counted the number of sides 
on triangles, square rectangles, and oblong rectangles. Peter dare not tell, but, as he 
pasted the inoffensive pictures, he reflected upon the work he’d done with pentagons and 
hexagons and octagons a year before; he knew that a 50p coin had a curve-sided 
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heptagonal shape, and he knew that a war-time threepenny piece was a fourteen-sided 
dodecagonal prism. He sat silently, as, in his head, he lectured his classmates on the 
difference between a two-dimensional heptagon and a three-dimensional heptagonal 
prism. 


In her end-of-year Report on this child who upwards of a year before had happily counted 
‘in twoes and threes and fives and tens forwards and backwards to the moon and back’, 
and did addition and subtraction in his head, and had had a ‘deep-rooted and intuitive 
understanding of Place Value,’ Miss Tortorem could only say that he had ‘done a lot of 
work on the place value of each digit so, he understands what each number means, and 
this is something Peter needs to work on.’ 


|is able to use numicon to solve number sentences and with support can use an empty number line. 
|is able to name and sort 2D and 3D shapes and can recognise most of their properties, ^^^has 
done a lot of work on the place value of each digit so he understands what each number means and this is 
something needs to work on. 


Peter’s Autism-Spectrum Disorder causes him to retain too many thoughts, and to 
ruminate upon them far too long. In a calm and quiet world this wouldn’t matter, but the 
noise and bustle of modern life can quickly cause mental overload. Peter’s head is 
crammed each day by his reflecting on a hundred intrusive notions, sights and sounds that 
replay inside his head: a car horn that shouldn’t have been sounded; a child unfairly- 
treated in a story-book; classmates naughtily talking Fortnite rather than discussing work. 
Come lunchtime, Peter needs a silent wind-blown walk around a field to clear this cranial 
congestion; and at teatime he requires an hour of silence in his room to wrap and lock 
away his over-burdening thoughts. But the remembrance of one-hundred-and-ninety 
various instances of abuse in 2014 cannot be blown or cast away. That ten months of 
unremitted Psychological Suppression still weigh on Peter’s mind each day, and will 
haunt him till his dying breath. 


Parents discover the truth 

At the end of the school year, Peter’s parents were given access to their son’s workbooks, 
and they were naturally horrified at the cruel approach adopted by Miss Tortorem, and 
her wrongful assessment of Peter’s attainment, placing him in the bottom decile of 
nationwide population. They obtained an independent assessment of Peter’s levels of 
attainment, and requested a meeting with the school’s Headteacher, who responded, 11th 
September 2015, by commending the parents’ ‘good intentions’, but revealed how out of 
touch the school’s management team were, by confirming Miss Tortorem’s low 
assessment of Peter’s attainment, and assuring Peter’s parents, contrary to the evidence, 
that ‘the provision and additional support’ Peter had received over the previous year had 
progressed his development. 
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At the meeting with the headteacher, Peter’s parents were again, at first, assured that Miss 
Tortorem’s assessments of Peter were correct, and that Peter was low-attaining in every 
subject except reading. When Peter’s parents presented the school with evidence of 
Peter’s independent and objective assessments, the school was forced to carry out their 
own objective tests of Peter’s attainments. 

These tests carried out by the school subsequently confirmed that at a natural age of 6yr 
9mo, Peter recorded a reading rate age equivalence of 1 lyr 7mo, four and two-thirds years 
above his natural age; a reading accuracy age equivalence of 9yr 7mo, two and two-third 
years above his natural age; a reading comprehension age equivalence of 6yr lOmo, 
average for his natural age; and a maths age equivalence of 9yr Omo, two and a quarter 
years above his natural age; which, taken together, placed Peter in the top decile of 
national attainment for his age. The school immediately transferred Peter to a different 
teaching group, and promised that extension material would be provided, too. All Peter’s 
pain and injury might have been avoided if the school had had appropriate systems of 
objective assessment and recording. 

The present systems for recording attainment in Primary Schools, such as that a child is 
either below, within, or above the expectation for their age, may be sufficient for 
reporting to parents, but does not enable the proper provision and management of a child’s 
educational progression. Children must be regularly assessed, by objective methods, 
appropriate to the child, recording the height they can attain when they’re allowed to 
stand. 

There would be significant benefits in keeping a physical or electronic Record Card for 
each child, of their successive levels of attainment in each assessed curriculum area, from 
Reception Year to the end of Primary schooling, to record the progress a child has made. 

If teachers had access to such Record Cards in full, it would better enable them to properly 
manage each child’s learning, and educational progression. And, if the managers of the 
school regularly used such Record Cards to ensure that, as each school year progresses, 
each child is given such a sequence of varied learning opportunities that properly allows 
them to progress their attainments, then attainment across the school would rise. 

It must be the expectation that a healthy, happy child, given appropriate learning 
opportunities, and properly supported in their learning, will show a steady progression in 
their attainment, across all curriculum areas that are assessed. Record Cards would 
immediately identify a child whose attainment in any one curriculum area stalls, or falls, 
which could be a cause for concern, perhaps indicating a health or safe-guarding issue. 
Parents could then be notified, and the matter investigated, and remedial action taken, 
and its successfulness subsequently monitored. 
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A NEW CLASS AND A NEW TEACHER 


The immediate result of having a better teacher was an abatement in the symptoms of 
Peter’s Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder, and an immediate and substantial improvement 
in the clarity of Peter’s handwriting. 

Peter was given opportunities to express his thoughts and interests, and to develop his 
personal confidence which had been so shattered by the unremitting traumata he had 
undergone the previous year. Peter was shown kindness md respect. His new teacher 
celebrated kis talents and encouraged him to research the topic of the Great Plague of 
1665-6, and to give a picture-and-talk Presentation to his class upon his findings. In 
Mathematics, Peter no longer required an overpowering teacher to sit beside and force 
his hand, and only had a wobble in one lesson, when base-ten blocks, introduced to help 
some other pupils to manage subtraction exercises, led to flask-backs of his torment of 
the year before. 

Peter coped with school well enough through 2016-2018, though he never was given the 
stretching extension work that he’d been promised. In fact, there is no evidence that 
Peter’s school ever provided stretching work, even for its most able pupils. 

Many teachers lack the skills and confidence to enable them to provide the so-called 
stretching materials, and to support pupils involved in investigative activities or intuitive 
mathematics. As a consequence, large numbers of our children are denied extension 
work, and access to investigative and experiential learning, even though the provision of 
‘stretching materials’ is a statutory obligation schools under successive Education Acts, 

Perhaps, it is time for schools to look again at the principle of relying solely on the class 
teacher to deliver the entire curriculum, and consider developing strategies for employing 
specialist teachers, who have a broader understanding of the methodology of supporting 
investigative and experiential learning, and can more effectively facilitate learning in 
English and Mathematics. 

Peter continued to be unsettled in his work. Work that seemed too easy gave him flask- 
backs to his period of abuse. Work that seemed too difficult scared him lest he fail and 
was demoted back to Miss Tortorem’s classroom. 

Peter’s Autism-Spectrum Disorder required him to build up an image in his head of the 
shape and appearance of the completed task, before he could make a start. Sometimes 
that image didn’t come, some aspects of the task were not quite clear, and when he raised 
his hand and asked for help, too often the teacher came and read to him the title of the 
task. Peter could read; he had already read the title of the task; he understood the title of 
the task; it was how to break the task down on which he was uncertain, and how to arrange 
the elements of the task. All he needed was a kindly helpmate to walk with him through 
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the planning stage until he was confident to continue on his own, but all the teacher could 
do to help was to read the title of the task a second time, and then a third. 

Perhaps teachers should be better trained in how to converse with and support an Autism- 
Spectrum Disorder child; for there are many such. 

The marking of work by teachers was often meaningless and cruelly unsympathetic. 
Schoolwork should be evaluated to celebrate success, and not to sneer at the efforts of a 
child. As a case in point, on 7th May 2018, Peter’s class were charged with exercises on 
column addition, twenty questions to a sheet; what joy! Peter thought he had completed 
the task without mistake; even NASA’s most powerful computers could not have achieved 
more accurate results. Twenty questions and twenty correct answers. Well done? NO! 

Peter was scored zero out of twenty; yet, surely, he had done it right. Twenty calculations 
neatly written, carried numbers (where five and seven make twelve and you have to write 
2 in the column and carry 1 to make a ten in the previous column) neatly shown! Yet, 
this criminal child had broken English law, for he had neglected to cross-through the 
carried numbers, and, as everyone knows, not to cross-through a carried number is 
eighteen-and-a-half times worse than starting a sentence without a capital. Peter had 
committed this neglectful offence twenty times, so twenty zeroes was his fearsome fine. 

It wouldn’t happen in a private school, of course. Teachers in Independent schools are 
mavericks who praise children for the smallest thing they do; carelessly using praise to 
develop confidence and success, instead of applying criticism to enforce obedience. In 
an Independent school Peter would have been given twenty marks for twenty-fold proper 
setting-out, and another twenty marks for showing carried numbers twenty times, and yet 
another twenty marks for twenty-times right answers. Sixty out of sixty, and ‘Well done! 
though, no doubt, he would have been sternly reminded to try to remember his carried- 
number-crossing-through next time. 


September 2018, Year Five 

Peter’s first day in Year Five was a disaster, for on the board was written the instruction, 
‘Write a poem about yourself;’ but how? An Autism-Spectrum Disorder child dislikes to 
talk about themselves, a Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder child can not. Peter felt like a 
penitent in a psychiatrist’s confessional, his mind filling with painful thoughts that he had 
hoped he had forgotten. 

And to write it as a poem! There are strict procedures for writing poems, Peter had been 
taught, spread across four days, but he couldn’t remember what they were; and now came 
flash-backs of his classroom of 2014. Peter raised his hand for help, and then his new 
teacher looked at him, that same snarling upper lip and disgustful look that recalled Miss 
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Tortorem’s horrid gaze. Peter started to cry as the teacher approached, her face seeming 
to display a heartless revulsion. 

“I don’t know what to do,” Peter said — not just a plea for help in composing a poem, it 
was the eternal cry of a child in despair. 

The teacher glanced at the board, then looked back at Peter. 

“YOU HAVE TO WRITE A POEM ABOUT YOURSELF!” she said and walked away. 
Peter sat and pondered for a while, until his teacher returned and repeated, 

“YOU HAVE TO WRITE A POEM ABOUT YOURSELF!” 

Computer users know that if they press the Enter key too many times it will overflow the 
input stack, and the machine will crash. Teachers need to understand that if they repeat 
a question several times to an Autism-Spectrum Disorder child still ruminating on the 
first, it may cause their mental processors to overload. 

Peter banged his head on the table. His classmates looked at him, though he had not done 
it to attract attention. Neither had he acted as a cry for help, for calling ‘Help!’ is the 
action of a hopeful mind, and Peter felt no hope. Peter’s over-loaded mind was 
effervescing near to explosion, tormented by a hundred-and-ninety remembrances of the 
hundred-and-ninety days of torment under Miss Tortorem; the sensory shock of physical 

pain helped calm him, by overriding the jostling thoughts 
exploding in his embattled mind. Peter repeatedly banged 
his head, then lay his head and wept, and muttered “I'm 
sorrq! I'm sorrq! I'm sorrq! I'm sorrq! I'm sorrq! I'm 
sorrq! I'm sorrq! I'm sorrq! I'm sorrq! I'm sorrq! I'm 
sorrq!” a hundred times. The injury was not recorded by 
the school; Peter’s mother saw the bruise when he came 
home. 

Peter’s first Maths lesson in Year Five was pleasant enough, if not exactly stretching. 
The title ‘Hexagons’ was absurd, for the task was to take six single-digit number cards 
and with them make the largest number that one could, and with that answer to add two - 
thousand, subtract thirty, add one-hundred, subtract forty-thousand, and add eight. 

Another day Peter would have been content to do it, but his mind was still full of flash¬ 
backs to 2014, so he demanded work that challenged him; disappointment struck! And, 
as has been said before, in an Autism-Spectrum Disorder child, a disappointment 
produces a flood of hormones causing tears and anger. But, instead of crying as he used, 
and instead of becoming angry, Peter simply screwed-up the worksheet in disgust at the 
school’s vicious disrespect of his intelligence. 
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If he was my son I would be proud indeed, for so manfully challenging the oppressor’s 
wrong, which it is surely the right of Englishfolk to do. By screwing-up the worksheet 
that belittled him, which represented the tyranny of English schooling that made a 
mockery of education, and sought to turn excellence into mediocrity, Peter did more than 
challenge the present management of Primary Education in England. That single act may 
have saved his life; it certainly saved his sanity, for had he allowed himself to be abused 
again, to suffer the psychological suppression that he had undergone four years before, 
he might today be locked away, irretrievably insane. 

13th September 2018, in English, the class was charged to write a diary entry. Peter took 
the hint and start to keep a record of his day: 

Early morning, nothing; Register; Assembly; English, diary; Spelling: homophones, sea, 
see; Break; Maths: partitioning — ‘NOT A JOKE,’ Peter comments in disgust: seven- 
thousand eight-hundred and twenty-three is the same as seven-thousand and eight- 
hundred and twenty and three! 

‘Wider Curriculum’ was a lesson on tectonic plates. The topic might have been used as 
an opportunity to allow Peter to do his own research as he had done with the Great Plague 
three years before. Instead it was just a worksheet which Peter, who knew about tectonic 
plates, found ‘boring’. 

18th September 2018, mental multiplication with single digit numbers: Year-two work 
for most of the pupils, Reception-year work for Peter. Peter answered twelve questions, 
then started to get flash-backs to 2014, so he screwed-up his paper to keep himself sane. 
Peter lay his head on his table in despair, but “I held myself back from hitting my head,” 
he proudly told his mother. 

20th September 2018, the topic in Maths was rounding. In his Reception-year Peter had 
enjoyed placing numbers in order. In his Second-year he had rounded numbers to ten, a 
hundred, a thousand, and to ten-thousand. By Year-five, the class should have been 
rounding numbers to the first and second decimal places. Instead, Peter’s worksheet just 
had two-digit numbers which had to be rounded to the nearest ten: far less challenging 
than his Year-Two work, scorning his intelligence yet again. 

Peter complained that rounding to ten was too easy, so he was punished by being told to 
write tke Two-tildes Table! 


Mental Breakdown 

21st September 2018, Peter was too distraught to go to school. He paced the house and 
cried a lot; he then fell to the floor shaking and howling like a badly-wounded dog for 
twenty minutes; inconsolable; in utter Mental breakdown. 
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The next six or seven days he was able to do some schoolwork at home, eight or nine 
minutes at a time, but since then he has been unable to tackle anything. Almost daily, 
sometimes twice a day he would lay on the floor howling; he has not done this for three 
weeks, now. He still sits on the sofa, covering his face and head with a pillow, rolling 
himself into a ball, and murmuring over and over again “I'm sorrel I'm sorrq! I'm sorrvf! 
I'm sorrq! I'm sorrel I'm sorrq! I'm sorrel I'm sorrq! I'm sorrel I'm sorrel I'm sorrel 
I'm sorr^! I'm sorrel I'm sorrel I'm sorrel I'm sorr^! I'm sorrel I'm sorrel I'm sorrel 
I'm sorrel I'm sorrq! I'm sorrq!” his plaintiff plea to God to free him from his misery. 
These episodes used to last an hour and more, now they last nearer five minutes, before 
he can be quietly coaxed back to calmness. 

For weeks he has been unable to answer any kind of open-ended question, such as ‘What 
would you like for breakfast?’ Even a unitary question, ‘Do you want some cereal?’ was 
met with silence, or a shrug of his shoulder, the latter, once an indication of indifference, 
his parents soon realized meant ‘No!’ The absence of a sign seemed to indicate a ‘Yes!’ 

A week ago, Peter made a breakthrough, and started saying ‘Yes!’ and ‘No!’, he even 
goes into the kitchen, now, and chooses a cereal of his choice, and pours it into the bowl 
himself; praise God! 

But, Peter has a long, long road to travel, before he will be able to resume his schooling. 
He is still very far from ready even to have some home tuition for half-an-hour of a 
morning. 


Tony Rail, 24 October 2018 


22 



